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MY. LORD, 


: Py Very much fear hat be thought” 
) guilty of great Preſumption in 
taking the Liberty to dedicate, to 
Vour Excellency, a Play repreſen- 

** at * Seaſon of the Vear; and, at 

the ſame time, in doing it without firſt ob- 


Ataining Leave: But as Your Excellency. 


has too juſt a Taſte and Knowledge of | 
-ery Science to pals Judgment on any 
Writer, otherwiſe than as You are influenc d 
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been 
firſt Objection 
me; tor bſhouli Baveithe> ſime Preh ar | 


any other time, of not gaining Your Ex- 


2 E U err 


. 
will be of linie avai | 


cellency's Approbation, ſince J am ſenſi- 
ble, I have but ſmall Pretentions to it from 
the Alterations and Additions Ihave made 
in the Piece I do my ſelf the Honour to 
lay at Your Excellency's Feet. EET - 
The other Objection, of not begging 
Your Excellencys Permiſhon for this Ad- 
dreſs, is of no greater Force than the for- 
mer; for tho very few Gentlemen of 
high Birth and Station ſo much deſerve 
the Encomiums of Mankind as Your Ex- 
cellency, yet, I am. told, there are ſtill 


fewer hut ſeem, mare delighted with them. 


Then how could-I! apply to Your Excel- 

lency in an Affair of this. kind, which is, 

in my Opiniat, no better than a Bargain 
between the Patron and Poet for: ſuch a: 
Number af Hlatteries and overſtrain'd: 
Complimente, as Your. nn 
ſeorn te accept had; I Meanneſd en 


to male am — of; theme: 


But 


De RENT 0" N 
obs Wee eule dag of: conpy: 18 
Harting my native Corintry, Treland, on the 
Happitdieſſ it is-going'to receive from Your 

 »viſe and prudent Adminiſtration, and of 

being one of the foremoſt in ſhewing my 
| - Zeal and Duty to Your Hxxellendy, hope 
vill not be . an eee Am- 
bition in, | un A v6 i AA 
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E 7 the SONGS. 


AIR r. nl beſt Wife. - Kemps 2 
2. Tit, I vow and ſwear, n . 1 
9 Of all the Plagaes of Human Life. p. 4 
4. Come, jolly Bacchus, God of Wine. 2 — 
5. Te Gods! you gave to me a Wife. * 4 
6. Of the States in Life ſo various. ' $04 
7. Tell me no more of This, or That, p. 10 
8. My ſwelling Heart now leaps with Joy. p. 12 

9. My little Spirits now appear. | p- 13 
10. Of all tbe Trades fron Eaſt ro Weſt. p. 15 

1. Les Matters State. p. 17 
12. Tho' late I was a Cobler*s Wife. . | p. 20 
13. Hounds and Horns o'er Plains reſounding. p. 21 
14. Fine Ladies with an artful Grace. pe-. 22 

[| | 

loam + v2 5, bm nes, ed 
16. Tho raviſh'd from my Huiband's Arms. p. 25 
17. Thus we'll drown all melancholy. p- 26 


18. Les every Face with Smiles appear p. 31 


Spoken b” Mr. TH E o 0 BBE R. 
JAYS 55 749. .2F; 42 * Þ. 


N ancient Greece the Comic Muſe appear” 

Sworn Foe to Vice, by Virtue's Friends reuer d; 
Impartial ſhe indulg d her noble Rage, - M 
And Satire was the Buſineſs of the . 
No reigning Il was pn er Cenſare free, 

No Sex, no Age of Man, and no Degrees 

M hoe er by Paſſion was, or Folly," led, 

The lauvel'd Chief, or ſacerdotal Head, : 

The pedant Sophiſt, or imperious Dame, _ . . _ © 
She laſh'd the Zub nor concea'd the Name. 


How hard the Fate of Wives in thoſe ſad Nen 
When ſaucy Poets won d ehaſtiſe their Crimes 
A ben each cornuting Mate, each rampant Filt,  - 
Had. her Name branded on the Stage with. __—_ 
Each Fair may now the Comic Muſe endure, . 
And join the Laugh, tho at ber Self, ſecure. . 


Linbd 60 a patient Lond; this Night behold 
A wilful, beadftrong, Termagant and Scold.5 
Whom, tho” ben Husband did what Man con'd 4 
The Devil only cou d reclaim like you ; 
Like you, whoſe Virtues bright embelliſb Lis. 
And add a Bleſſing to the Name 'of Wife. oF 
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” 
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A merry Wag, to mend 3 Brides, 
Theſe Scenes begun, which ſhak'd your Fathers Sides; 
And we, obſequious to your Taſte, prolong 
Dur Mirth, by courting the Supplies of Song; 

F you approve, we our Deſires obtain, 
And 0 your Pleaſure ſoall compare our Gain, 
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ry Gentleman , belov'd for His 


= 
19h ls 
Coachman, 1 


* 4 Pſalm - ſinging Cobler, 


Tenant to Sir John. 


. 


Mr. 'Stopelaer.. 


Lady Loverule, Fife to Sir Joha, 


a proud, — brawling, Fa- 
natical Sbrew. 


Luc FA 
— * 8 Her Maid. 


ell, Jobſon' Wife, auer 
8 155 e 


Sun. Grace. 


$ Miſs Oates. 
Miſs Williams. 


| Gentlemen, Lau, Servants, Runen 4. 


6CENE, 3 


THE 


DEVIL vw PAY; © 
„ eee THE a) 


Wives METAMORPHOS'D. 


SCENE I. | The Cobler's Houſe. 
Jobſon, and Nell. Ws. 


NAI I. . 
a. vH EE. good Joon, tay with me To- 


night, = for once make . at 1 

ig = Pence, peace, you Jade, and go Spin 
bor if I lack any Thread for m Stitching, I 
win puniſh you by virtue of my Sovereign Au- 

thotity. _ * nr ® tat diinng] 
Nell.' Ay marry, no doubt of that ; whilſt 

you take your Swing at the Alehouſe, ſpend your Subſtance, 

get drunk as a Beaſt, then come home like a Sot, and uſe one 
like rag 2% 4 Mat F ? 

Job. Noun: ! do you prate? Wih, how now, Brazen-ſace, 
do you ſpeak ill of the Government? Don't-you know, Huſ- 
iy, that I am King in my own Houſe, and that this is Treaſon 
againſt my Majeſty. | 4 

Nell. Did ever one hear ſuch Stuff! But I pray you now, 
Jobſon, don't go to the 3 To-night. J 


2 The Devil ts Pay; Or, 
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merry as the Night's long. 


Fob. Well, I' humour you for onte, but don't grow ſan 
upon't; for I am invited by Sir Jobs Leveradz s Butler, and 4 
to be Princely drunk with Punch at the Hall-Place; we ſhall 
have a Bowl large enough to ſwim in. 2 

Nell. But they ſay, Husband, the new, Lady. will not ſuffer 
a Stranger to enter her Doors; ſhe rgafg eyen a L | 
ſmall Beer to her own Servants; and ſeveral of the Tenants 
have come home with broken Heads from her Ladyſkip's own 


Hands, only for ſinelling ſtrong Beer in her Houſe, 


Fob. A Pox on her, for a fanatical Jade! She has almoſt diſ- 
tracted the good Knight: But ſhe's now abroad, feaſting with 
her Relations, and will ſcarce come home To- night; and we 
are to have much Drink, a Fiddle, and merry Gambols. 

Nell. O dear Hysband! let me go with you, we'll be as 


Fob. Why how now, you bold Baggage! wou'd you be car- 


ty'd to a Company of ſmooth-fac'd, eating, drinking, lazy Set- 


ving-men; no, no, you Jade, I'll not be a Cuckold. 


ell. 'm ſure they wou'd make me welcome; you promis d 


I ſhow'd ſee the Houle, and tht Family has not been here before, 
fince you marry*d and brought me home. 

Fob. Why, thou moſt audacious Strumpet, dar'ſt thou diſ- 
pute with me, thy Lord and Maſter? Get in and ſpin, or elſe 


my Strap ſhall wind about thy Ribs moſt confoundedly. 


AIR I. The Twitcher. 


He that has the beſt Wife, 
She's the Plague of his Life; 
But for her that will ſcold and will quarrel, 
Let him cut her off ſhort 
Of ber Meat and her Sport, 
And ten times a Day hoop her Barrel, brave Boys, 
Had ten times a Day hoop ber Barrel. 


Nel, | 


The Wives Meramorpbur dl. 3 
Nell. Well, we poor W muſt always be Slaves, and 


our have apy Joy; but you Men'run and ramble at your Plea- 
ſure. ; 8 


AIR II. Fie, nay, pr ythee Jobs. 


4 


"Tis, I vow and ſwear, 
Viery cruel, Dear, 1 
Tat I muſt not be allot d to fall: 
Job.- Hence, I ſay, get wn 
He, To thy Wheel,” and ſpin, » 


—_—— 


Leſt upon your Back my Strap ſhow'd walk. 
Nell. Well, fince I muſt, I will be gone; © 
- © Go, go, you are @ naughty Man; 
Keel home to Nell. | 
Job. Ton ſurly Jade, by Tea and Nay,. 
If here you any longer ſtay, 
Or dare diſpute my ſovereign Sway, 
Til. flrap you well. 9 5 : 
Why, you moſt peſtient Baggage, will you be hoop'd? Be 
One. 
a Nell. I muſt obey. | Wor 


Job. Stay! now I think on't, here's Six-pence for you, get 
Ale and Apples, ſtretch and puff thy ſelf ap with Lamb's Wool, 
rejoice and revel by thy ſelf, be drank and wallow in thy own 
Sty, like a grumbling Sow as thou art. 

He that has the beſt Wife, ke 
She's the Plague of his Life, &c. [Exeunt. 
B 2 8 CEN E 
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# The Devil io Pay; Or, 


| SCENE II. Sir John's. 
Butler, Cook, Footman, Coachman, Lucy, Lettice, &. 


But. I wou'd the blind Fidler and our dancing Neighbours 
were here, that we might rejoice a little, while our termagant 
Lady is abroad; I have made a moſt ſovereign Bowl of Punch. 

Lucy. We had need rejoice ſometimes, for our deviliſh new 
Lady will never ſuffer it in her =o, . 

Bur. I will maintain, there is more Mirth in a Galley, than 
in our Family: Our Maſter indeed is the worthieſt Gentleman 
nothing but Sweetneſs and Liberality. a 

Foot. But here's a Houſe turn'd topſy turvy, from Heaven to 
Hell, fince ſhe came hither, " 1 8 wy 

Lucy. His former Lady was all Virtne and Mildnefs. 

Bat. Ay, reſt her Soul, ſhe was ſo; but this is inſpit'd with a 
Legion of Devils, who make her lay about her like a Fury. 


{ 


AIRIII. Under the Greenwood Tree. 
| . 1 
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Of all the Plagues of Human Life, 

A Shrew is ſure the worſt ; 
Scarce one in ten that takes a Wife, 

But with a Shrew is curſt. 
Since then the Plague in Marriage lies, 

Who'd ruſh upon his Fate? 
When be for Freedom, Bondage buys, 

And ſtill repents too late. 


2 
— — ä 
1 


Lucy. I am ſure I always feel her in my Bones; if her Com- 
— apo pleaſe her, or ſhe looks yellow in a Morning, 


am ſure to look black and blue for it before Night. 


The Wives. Metamorphosd. "Y 

Cook, Pox on her | I dare not come within her Reach. I 
have ſome ſix broken Heads already. A Lady, quotha! a She- 
Bear is a civiler Animal. ö | 

Foot. Heaven help my poor Maſter! this devilih Termagant 
ſcolding Woman will be che Death of him; I never ſaw a Man 
ſo alter'd all the Days of my Life. 

Cook. There's a perpetual Motion in that Tongue of hers, 
w_ a — ſhrill Pipe, enough to break the Drum of a 

an's Ear. 


Euter blind Fidler, Jobſon, aud Neighbours. 


But. Welcome, welcome all; this is to our Wiſh. Honeſt 
old Acquaintance, Goodman Fobſon! how doſt thou? 

Job. By my Troth, I am always ſharp ſet towards Punch, 
and am now come with a firm Reſolution, tho* but a poor 
Cobler, to be as richly drunk as a Lord; I am a true m_— 
Heart, and look upon Drunkenneſs as the beſt part of the Li- 
berty of the Subject. . e 

Lucy. Why did you not bring your Wife with you ? any 
Fob. Becauſe here are Wags, very. Wags, young brisk 
Rogyes, and a Man may be a Cuckold before the King's Health 
can go round. | FT os 
But. Come, Fobſon, we'll bring out our Bowl of Punch in 
ſolemn Proceſſion; and then for a Song to crown our Happineſs. 


AIR IV. Charles of Sweden. 


Come, jolly Bacchus, God of Wine, 
Crown this Night with Pleaſure; 
Let none at Cares of Life repine, 
To deſtroy our Pleaſure : : 
Hill ap the mighty ſparkling Bowl, 
That ev'ry true aud loyal Soul 
May drink and fing without controul, 
To ſupport our Pleaſure. - 


— 


6 The Devil 10 Pay; Or, 
Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our Pleaſure; 
That under thy Proteftion we 
May enjoy new Pleaſure ; 
"And as the Hours glide away, va 
. Hell in thy Name invoke their Stay, 
| Had fing thy Praiſes; that we may 
Live and die with Pleaſure. d 


Bar. Here's our Maſter's Health in a Bumper. Huxzah — 
Lacy. Our Lady's Confuſion in another. Huzzah — 
Bas. The King and all the Royal Family, in a Brimmer — 


Down upon your Knees, you Rogues! 
3 Enter Sir John, and Lady. 

"Lady. O Heaven and Earth! What's here within my Doors? 
Is Hell broke looſe? What Troops of Fiends are here? Sir- 
rah 7 — e on: ö 

| Sir For , my ——— As this is a time of 
Mirth and Jollity, it has always been the Cuſtom of my Houſe, 
to give my Servants liberty in this Seaſon, and to treat m 
Country Neighbours, that with innocent Sports they may di- 
vert themſelves. S Res ; 

Lady. I ſay, meddle with your own Affairs, I will govern 
my own Houſe without your putting in an Oar. Shall I ask 
leave to correct my own Servants? | a 


Fir Jebr. I thought, Madam, this had been my Houſe, and 
> 


theſe my Tenants and Servants. 
Did I bring a Fortune to be thus abus'd and ſnub'd be- 


fore People? Do vou call my Authority in Queſtion, ungrate- 
ful Man? Look ou to your Dogs and Horſes abroad, but it 
ſhall be my Province to govern here; nor will 1 be coutroF'd 


by er bunting, hamking, Koight in Chrifradew. 


-- 


* | i 


AIRI 


Sir 


. 


ie mes Mrramrpbord. 7 


AIR v. Set by Mr. Seeds. - 


= 7 

f 25 ymph. Song . | * f a 

's | John. 2 Gods! you gave to me Nie, 1 

4 Ont of your Grace and Fauoar; | | 
To be the Comfort of my' Life, Wi. 

n And I was glad to have ber: | 

k Bun if your Providence Divine, 1! 

For greater Bliſs defign her, 3 j | 

d To obey your Wills, at any time * . = 

+ 225 7 am readf to reſign ber. | 

” | This it is to be marry'd to a continual Tempeſt; Strife aud 

4 | Noiſe, Canting and Hypocriſy, are eternally afloat. Tis . 


im flible to bear it long. 
- | Lady. Le filthy Scoundrels, and odious Jades; I'll teach you 
to junket thus, and ſteal my Proviſions; I ſhall be devour'd 
at this Rate. <4 i 
But. | thought, Madam, we might be merry once upon a 
Holiday. ? | 
RI Lady. Holiday, you popiſh Cur! is one Day more holy than 
another? and if it be, you'll be ſure to get drunk upon it, you 
Rogue. | Beats him.) You Minx, you impudent Flirt, are you 
Jiging it atter an abominable Fiddle? all Dancing is whoriſh, 
uſly. | [ Lags her by the Eers. 
Lucy. O Lud! ſhe has pull'd off both my Ears. 
Sir Jobs. Pray, Madam, conſider your Sex and Quality; - 
bluſh for your Behaviour. 


—— ũ 
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Marriage; but ſince there is ſuch a thing as 


| 


. The Devil to Pay; Or, 


Conſider your Incapacity ; you ſhall not inſtruct 

ho are you thus muffled, you Buzzard ? 

. | | [ She beats em all, Jobſon fteals by, 
Fob. I am an honeſt, plain, Pſalm- ſinging Cobler, Madam; 

if your Ladyſhip wou'd but go to Church,-you might hear me 

above all the reſt there. 


Lady. Ti try thy Voice here firſt, Villain. [Strikes bim. 


2 Nounz! what a Pox, what a Devil ails you? 

O prophane Wretch ! wicked Varlet! - L 
Si Jo For ſhame! your Behaviour is monſtrous ! 

Lady. Was ever poor Lady ſo miſerable in a brutiſh Husband, 
as I am? [I that am ſo pious and ſo religious a Woman 


Job. Sings. He that has the beſt Wife, 


| She's the Plague of his Life, 
But for her that will ſcold and will quarrel, (Exit, 
Lady. O Rogue, Scoundrel, Villain! | p 


Sir Fohn. Remember Modeſty. *. | 

Lady. I'll rout ye all with a Vengeance, I'll ſpoil your ſqueak- 
ing Treble. [Beats the Fiddle about the blind Man's Head. 

Fid. O Murder, Murder! I am a dark Man, which way ſhall 
I get hence? Oh Heav'n ! ſhe has broke: my Fiddle, and un- 
done me and my Wife and Children. 

Sir. Fobn. Here, poor Fellow, take your Staff and be gone, 
There's Money to buy you two ſuch; that's your way. 

Fid. Heaven preſerve your Worſhip. — Bleſs you, ſweet 
Maſter —— here's a Change indeed — little did ever I think to 
find ſuch Doings in this Hall Place. 

Lady. Methinks you are very liberal, Sit; muſt my Eſtate 
maintain you in your Protuſeneſs? 1 
3 John. Go up to your Cloſet, pray, and compoſe your 

ind. "= 
Lady. O wicked Man! to bid me pray. 
Sir Joby. A Man can't be compleatly ney I ſee, without 

| ſeparate Mainte- 
nance, ſhe ſhall To- mortow enjoy the Benefit of it. 
' / 


AIR 


* "Tis a Maze fo ftrangely winding, 


The Wives Metanorphas'd. 


ATR VI. Of uf Comforts I miſcarry'd. 


Of the States in Life ſo darin,, 
Marriage, ſare, is moſt precarions ; h 


Still we are new Mazes finding ; 
*Tis an Action ſo ſevere, * 
_ That nonghs but Death can ſet us clear; 
Happy the Man, from Wedlock free,” 
ho knows to prix e his Liberty: 
. ere Men wary, | 
How they 


W wot be by balf ſo full of Miſery. 


Y | [Knocking 1 at the Door. | 
— RAE are my Servants? Muſt they be frighted iow me? 
Within there ſee who knocks. 

"ih Within. — are n Slut? Ye Dun, 
ye ueans . 


2 


_ 


Euter Servants, ſneaking, with Candle. 


Bat. Sir, it is a Doctor that lives teu Miles off; he practiſes 
Phyſick, and is an Aſtrologer; your Worſhip knows him very 
well, he is a Cunning-Man, makes Almanacks, and can help 


*cople to their Goods again. 


. _—_— — 
* 


Enter 


Uo he The Devil fo Pay; Or, 


Houſe; therefore to avoid any Uneaſineſs, go down the Lane 


Euter Doctor. 


Doct. Sir I humbly beg your Honout's Pardon for this un- 
ſeaſonable Intruſion ; but I am benighted, and 'tis ſo dark that 
I can't poſſibly find my way home; and knowing your Wor- 
ſhip's Hoſpitality, deſite the Favour to be hatbout d under your 
Roof To-night _.. | pf © 

| Lady. Out of my Houſe, you lewd Conjurer, you Ma- 
giciag. | "age 

Doct. Here's a Turn Here's a Change Well, if 
I have any Art, ye ſhall ſmart for this. "*» » nAfrde, 

Sir Jobn. You ſee, Friend, I am not Maſter of my own 


about a Quarter of a Mile, and you'll ſee a Cobler's Cottage, 
ſtay there a little, and I'll ſend my Servant to conduct you to 
a Tenant's Houſe, where you'll be well entertain'd. 

Doct. I thank you; Sir, I'm your moſt humble Servant. — 
But as for-your Lady there, ſhe ſhall this Night feel my Reſent- 
ment. | . .— 
Sir Fobn. Come, Madam, you and I muſt have fome Confe- 
rence together. | ; : 

Lady. Yes, I will have a Conference and a Reformation too 
in this Houſe, or Pl turn it opſide down —— I will. 


AIR VII. Contented Country Farmer. 


— > we — 
+ _ 11 — 


Tell me mo more of This, or That, _— 
Of Flights and Whims, you know not what; 1 


Sil 


The V. wes 3 


TI will reform this ſervile Ron, 
Or turn the Houſe quite inſide out:: 


* 
_ * 


Therefore be certain from this Day, * | a I 


1 will Sm whilft you obey. 


Sir John. Grant me, ye Pow'rs! but this Requeſt, 
And let who will the World conteſt ; 
onvey her to ſome diſtant Shore, 
[ may ne er behold ber ere: . Py : 
Or les me to ſome Cottage fly, 


* 


— — 


= c E N E III. The Coles, 
Neu, andthe Dodor. 


Net Pray, 2 mend your Draught, if you pleaſe; * are 


" welcome, 8 

oe. Thank — heartily, good Woman, and to requite 

* || your Civility, Pll tell you your Fortune. 

5 8 pray do, Sir; I never had my Fortune told me in 
Un) 1 

ö Doc. Let me behold the Lines of your Face. 


Nell. Lm afraid, Sir, tis none of the cleaneſt ; I have been | 


about dirty Work all this Day. 

De&. Come, come, tis a good Face, be nôt aſham'd of it, 
you ſhall ſhew it in greater Places ſuddenly. 

Nell. O dear Sir, I ſhall be mightily atham'd ; I want Daci- 
ty when I come before great Folks. 

Doct. Lou muſt be "confident, and fear nothing; there is 
much Happineſs attends you. | 

Nell. Ob. ie! this is a race Man; Heaven bethanked.. 


Doc. To-morrow before Sun-riſe you ſhall be the happieſt | 


Woman in this Country. 
_ 0G] How, by To-morrow ! alack-a-day ! Sir, how can that 

Dock. No more ſhall you be troubled with a ſurly Hausband, 
that rails at, and ſtraps you 

Neil. Lud! how came he to know that? he muſt be a Con- 
jurer! Indeed my Husband is ſomewhat rugged, and in his 
Cups will beat me, but it is not much; he's aa honeſt Pains- 
taki an, and I let him have his way. Pray, Sir, t take t'0- 
ther Cap of Ale. 

Dock. I thank you believe me, To-morrow you ſhall be 
the richeſt Woman i'th* Hundred, and ride in your own 


. Ca Net 


51 Freedom's Arms to live and die. Afro [Eceunt, | 


—— ——— —  - - to ee 


OI ions LA 


12 The Devil w Pay; Or, © 


Nell. O Father! you jeer me. 


Dock. By my Art! I do not. But mark my Words, be con- 
fident, and bear all out, or worſe will follow. h 

Netl. Never fear, Sir, I warrant you 
Coach ! 


AIR VIII. Send home my long-ſtray'd Eyes. , 


O Gemini! a 


1mnrF 
my 


My ſwelling Heart now leaps with Joy, 

And Riches all my Thoughts empley 

No more ſhall People call me Nell, 

Her Ladyſhip will do as well, | POET 
Deck d in my golden, rich Array, * 4 


Fil in my Cbariot roll away, 
And ſhint at Ring, at Ball, and Play. 

| | Enter Jobſon. $A 
5b. Where is this Quean? Here, Nell! What 4 Por, are 
you drunk with your Lamb's Wool? | 2 


The Nies ' Metamorphosd. 13 

Nell. O Husband! here's the rareſt Man — he has told me 
my Fortune. - Nah 15S D 

Job. Has he ſo! and planted my Fortune too, a-luſty pair 
of Horns upon my Head — Eh ! —— Iv't not ſo? 

Dock. Thy Wife is a virtuous Woman, and . thoul't be 


happy ——— 2 HFA 
ob. Come ont, you. Hang-dog, you Jugler, you cheati 
balnboorling Villain muff I be cackolded by inch Rogues as il 
you are, Mackinadcians, and Almanack- makers? cuts | 
Nell. Pr'ythee Peace, Husband, we ſhall be rich, and have 
1* 7 41 57 Sor tor wh hr ghn, 
| Job. A Coach! a Cart, a Wheel-barrow, you Jade by =: 
the Mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, moſt confoundedly 1 
drunk. —— Get you to Bed, you Strumpet. [ Beats ber 14 
Nl. O Mercy on us! is this a Taſte of my good For | 
tune | | 
DoF. You had better not have touch'd her, you ſurt 


* 
9 


Rogue. | | 5 — 
o. Out of my Houſe, you Villain, or Pll run my Awl uy - 
to the Handle in your — 4 ran inet 2X , .. 
Dock. Fate wel, you paltry Slave. 


Job. Get out, you Rogue. LExeunt. 
SCENE IV. changes to an open Country. 55 
 DoQor, ſolus. | 

AIR IX. The Spitit's Song in Macbeth. 


My little Spirits now appear, 
Nadir and Abiſhog draw near; 


a 


The Devil to Pay; Or, ** 
Te the s ſport, make wo Del, 1+; 


Then quickly baſte and come away : 
Nor Moon, nor Stars afford their Light, 


| Bat all is Wrapt in gloomy Night : 
| | Bb Men and Beaſts to reſt incline, . 
| = + Eaten ay 22 


Dos. My ric Commend: le ſure attend, 
* e ; 
_ Tow maſt this Cobler's Wife transform, _. 


And to the Knight's the like perform: 
ib all your moſt Jpecifick Charms, 8 

4 +» Convey each Wife to di rent Ares; 5 2 
1 | Let tbe. Deluſion be ſo ſtrong, PE 
{1 Bd nome may brow the Rig fro YEW n 
9 Wi uin. All this we will with Care perform, Fe 
c | In * e nw" « Storm. . 

* 
1 SC E. — n 1 ile Cobler's Hokg e <Jobſon at 
| — 
il The” Bed in view. 
ity 

| Job. What Devil has been abroad "To>hight? © T never heard 
i uch Claps of Thunder in my Life, pl ogy little Hovel 
" would have flown away; but now al g clear ain, _ a fine 

Star-light Morning it is. PI ſettle my fe Toit to Work. They ſay 
ö | Winter's Thunder is Samer Wonderr 
| | „ « G3Y 1 * 4K : y 
| | *. R . A. 
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AIR x 


Of all the Trades 


72 2 31 
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contending, 
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* 
_- 


The Soals of all his Neighbours, 


Nor is unmindfaul of his End, 
5 Heyday what impudent Baltad-finging Rogue is that, 


who dares wake me out of my Sleep? Þ'll have you flead 


Raſcal. 
Job. 
drunk 


I like in time to prove the beſt, 


+ Which cor Day is mending.. 
How great his Praiſe who caw amend 


_ ' The Cobler's paſt 
. But 0 his Laſt ſtill laboxrs. 


x, does he talk in her Steep? 


What-a-Po 


R 


&c. 


dwell, 


ill ? 


did 


Is Bath « wanton Wife 


7 
: 
E 
R 
f 
8 
: 
; 
c 
> 
5 


come a 
[Ky 


g in a high 
nd 

ocks 

Job. 


J 


„ora Hog i 
tvants? Some bod 


in the Pales 


hun 
Y 


all m 


Wind. Where are 
bamſtring this Rogue, 


8 


worſe Noiſe than a Do 


L 
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s _ The Devil is Pay; Or, 
Fob. Why, how now, you brazen Quean! You muſt get 
drank with the Conjurer, muſt you? III give you Money a- 
_— time to ſpend in Lambs - Wool, you ſaugy Jade, 
Tay. Monſt'rous] I can find no Bell to ring. Where are 
my Servants? They ſhall toſs him in a Blanket. 
Job. Ay, the Jade's aſleep ftill; the. Conjurer told her ſhe 
| ſhould keep her Coach, and ſhe is dreaming of her Equi l ge. 
_ r +. LvMmes. 
Lady. Why, Husband! Sir Jobs! will you ſuffer me wok 
r d 
Fob. Husband ! Sir Fob»! What-a-pox, has ſhe Knighted me? 
and my Name's Zekel too; 2 good Teſt, Fah. 
Lady. Ha! he's gone, he is not in the Bed. Heaven! where 
am It Foh! what loathſome Smells are here Canvaſe Sheets, 
and a filthy ragged Curtain; a beaſtly Rug, and a Flock Bed. 
Am 1 awake, or is it all a Dream? at Rogue is that? 
Aierphy Wha am I? Who brought me hither What Raſ- 
Ca m4 | 
Fob; This is amazing, I never heard ſuch Words from her be- 
ore. If I take my Strap to you, Tl make you know your Hus- 
band. I'Iſ teach you better Manners; 9 — ſaucy Drab. 
Lady. Oh aſtoniſhing Impudence! You my Husband, Sirrah? 
I'll have you hang'd, you Rogue; I'ma Lady. Let me know 
who has given me a ſleeping Dranubs, and conyey'd me hither, 
you dirty Varlet?  _ Es OED 
Job. A ſleeping Draught! yes, you drunken Jade, you had a 
ſleeping Draught with a Pox to you- What, has not your 
Lambs-Wool done working yet? + . - 
Lady. Where am I? Where has my villanous Husband put 
me? Lucy! Lettice! Where are my Queans? + 
Fob. Ha, ha, ha! what does ſhe call her Mgids too? The 
Conjurer has made her mad as well as drunk. 5 
Lady. He talks of Conjurers; ſure I am bewitch'd. Ha! 
what Cloaths are here? a Lindſey-woolſey Gown, a Calicoc 
Hood, a red Bays Petticoat, I am remov'd from my own Houſe 
by Witchcraft. 'What;muſt I do? What will become of me? 
vial LS 6 10 100 2 
ob. Hark! the Hunters and the merry Horns are abroad 
Why Nell, you lazy Jade, tis break of Day; to Work, te 
Work, come, and ſpin, you Drab, or I'II tan your Hide fot 
you: What a Pox, mult I be at work two Hours before you it 
a Mornings? | Vines 6 
Lady. Why, Sirrah, thou impudent Villain, doſt thou nc 
know me, Rogue? | n 
Job. Know you, yes, I know you well enough, aud II. ma 
. you know me befote I have done with bu]. 


— 


4. 


within. 


. = . 


The. Wines 28 17 
Lady. I am Sir Fobn L. w.came I here? 
Job. Sir John ee fu ot quite ſo bad 
neither; ; that damn d, ſti 1 plagues every one 
= comes near- her, "ris tfy curſes her. - 
. Nay, then Pl — rj yoo Rogue, you inſo- 
illain, Pl teach Tine _ 25 
s Be 
Job, This is more 1 + 4 1 her, I never had an ill 
Word from her before. TS PII try your n 


PH ſober you, I warrang 
2 ber, he flies an bine. 
Py pull ky | Tron 4271 u tear 0 


our 12 255 1 
ma der Marder! Sir Jobm Lever 
"5 FX you for N uf Pg urder! 80 
ob. Come, „leave Foo to y 
nivg, of elfs P17 fad * dec wr XI 


were an Inefr long. ake A up, you Jade. 


Lady. Hold, hold, PII do any thin 
Fob. Oh! I = I Mon Bri 3 to your ſelf again. 


1 ms ſhal Ido? I can't 2 LA. 
 *tis N 
rag 2 kr, 


AIR XL Come, let us prepare 1 142 


hoo — — of State 
Diſquier the Great, 


The Cobler has nought to ples lf 3 I 
Has nought but his I 


To raffle his Life, 
Au ber be en if ſhe vx bims 


D | He's 


a I 


"and other thi s at bim. 


She flings it down, be ftraps ber. 


- 4 dc eee dN AF 


3.8 The Devil t0 Pay; Or, 


tif + | 
27 10 eee bene W 

* Of Fortune, hat Whore, \...;: . = 

* Ale: e DOT 3 v (01777 er 


ub as can be, he bel. . ye. 

7784 7 From Duns be's ſceure, oer UK 2113 4:1 e. 

"bor being ſo poor, Pu 4 e work TOR 

eres none to be found that will truſt bim. 10 7 
4 ily 


— nj I thisk the Jade's Brain is turn'd. e 
forgot to Spin, Huſſy? : 041 
Lady. But I haye not forgot to tun. I'll e'en 'bry- myVeer; 


T ſhall find [veg ig in the Town, ſure, that will ſoecout me. ; 
A 7683 al 


What, does ſhe rum f k? Pn her 
*. Fo | offs 7 0 out. 


% C . N . Dy to Sir" John' s (NE Nall 


in Bed. 


(83m | wy 
Nell What pleaſant ”” I have bad To-night! Me- ol 
thought I was in Paradife, upon a Bed of Violets and Roſes, mY 
and the ſweeteſt Husband by my Side. Ha! bleſs me, where I” 
am I now? What Sweets are theſe? No Gatden in the Spring Mm 
| Can equal them; not new blown Roſes with the Morning Dew 
vppon them. Am 1 on a Bed? The Sheets are Sutſenet fre, 
no Linen ever was ſo fine. What a gay, filken Robe have 1 
got? Oh Heaven! I dream! Yet if this be a Dream, I would 
not wich to wake again. Sute, I died laſt Night, ae wentto | 7 
4 FE and this is it. | 


"Enter Lor. "—_ 


cy. Now muſt I wake an Alarm that will not "lie Rill a- 0 
phe ell Midnight, at ſooneſt; the firſt Greeting, ren, Will 


Jade, or Whore. Madam Madam! ne 
Nell. Oh Gemini! Who? $ this? What do'ſt n, Sweet rt 
heart? I'n 


Lucy. Sweetheart! Oh Lud, Sweetheart! the beſt Names pot 
I haye had theſe three Months from her, bave been Slut, or * 
OE. rn Gown and Ruffles will your Ladyſhip wear | AI. 

o- day 

Nell. What does ſhe mean? Ladyſhip! Gown! and Roffes! . re 
Sure I am awake; Oh! I remember the Cunning-Man, now. f| 

Lacy. Did your Lacyſhip ſpeak? = | 
Nell. Ay, Child, I'll wear — ſame I did Yeſterday. 
Eg. Merey ppon me! Child! Here's a Miracle! 


The Was Metamorphoro. 
nene _ 


Ver. Is my Lady awake? Have vou hal het Shoe or her Slip- | 


Ms flung at your Head yet? 207710 7. 10} 
Lacy. Oh, no; I'm overjoy!d; ſhe's.in the kindeſt Humour! 
80 to the Bed and ſpeak to her, no is your time. 
Le. Now's my Time! what, to have another Tooth beat 
out Madam? 
Nell. What doſt ſay, my Deat? --—©-the-Father! what 
would ſhe have? 
Len What Work will you r Ladyſhip be pleas'd to haye done 
To-day? Shall I work Plain-work, or go to my Süteting? 
Vell. Work, Child! 'tis Holiday; no Work Toe-day. 
Let. Oh * am 1, or She awake? or do we both dream? 
—_ a-bleſt Ch ange! | FOOT HOEY me 643% 
cy. If it continues, we ſhall be a happy F: ami 
i886 i + Yoar Ladyſhip' s Chocolate is ready. 1277 
erey on me! what's that? Some Garment, x fup- 
. [Afide.] Put it on then, Sweetheart. 
Fut it on, Madam! I have taken it ofh, ts c read to 


2 
Fi ehe I mean, put it by, 1 dort care fot drinking now: 
0 . N 
* 1 essig en 11 * 
1 0 W Wo Enter Cook. E n 735 


40 ms Now 0 Tiike a Bear to the Stake, to know her Scur- 

„ Ladyſhip's Commands about Dinner.” How _— raſcally 
Names muſt I be call'd ? © i en 

1. „Les, Ob, Jobs Cook! you'll be out of your Win o find my 
» Lady info fweet a Lemper... 


O11 Cook What 4 Devil, are they all mad“. 


Lacy. Madam, here's the Gook come about Dinner. 


Nell. Oh! there's a fine Cook ! He looks Iike one of your | 


Gentlefolks. [A/ide.] Indeed, honeſt Man, I'm very hungry 
now; pfay get me a er upott the Coals, a piece of one milk 
: Cheeſe; and ſome white Bread. 


Cel. Heyl what's to do here? my Head'turns round. Ho- 


neſt Man I look'd for Rogue or Raſcal, at leaſt. She's 
ſtrangely changed in her Diet, as well as her 1E 4 Afide.] 
I'm ald, Madam, Cheeſe and Bacon will ſit very heav on 


* your. Ladyſhip' s: Stomach, in a ning, If you pleaſe, 


dam, Pl! toſs:you.up a white cicaſee of Chickens in a trice; 


Madam; or what does your Ladyſhip * of a Veal. Sweet: 


. dread ? 
Nell. E'en what [oP will, 


dul. Good Coe 1 Eo ki Ab! "li a fuel Lady. 


— nr 1 V 
Ira 1 by 
i; 8. ki p 
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* 
* 
e 
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20 


how N 


Casck. The Sky will fall, that's certain. 


18 


ee * 
1 Enter Butler ya) IEEE * v&E. 


Oh! kin me, Ch ny Wits; "We have we kind- 
eſt ſweeteſt ; Cy, 1 r auß; da 5 have the 


Bac. You ſhamining Rogue, I think 3 of your 


Wits, all of ye; the Maids fook merrily too. 


9 Here's the Butler, Madam, to know your Ladyſhip's 
ers 


Nell. Oh! pray Mr. Batler, let me have 'fome Small Beer 


when my Breakfaſt comes in. ie bien sean EY: 


Bar. Mr. Butler ': Mr. Batler! I ſhall be-tnth'® ro Stone 
with Amazement. ¶ Afde.] Would not your 'Ladylhſp rather 
have a Glaſs of Froxtiniat, or Lacryme? 

Nell. O dear! what hard Names are there; but I mauſt not 
betray my ſell: be ] Wel, which you Pod wor, & . 


1 Enter Coachman. 


Ba. GO. get you iy, and be rejoiced z Lam. 
Coach. I R 3s .bcen making his Gume 1. 


W. not 
do you banter OP” ow * 
adam, the Coachman. 


2 = 
= 7 
* 


L 


Coach. en to 2 if e. agg goes,ot To-day, 


and which you'll have, the 
— Good lack- Da I'll 


fl N in the Coach, i you 


22 Tes. 
Nell. Lean Harty think Lam awake yet. How well pleg- 
T7 they-allfeem” to whit upon me] O notable y own Kg 
1 turns round; 1 am quite giddy with m own Happi- 
nels, 77 


CE XII. Wha wo Tems Gounrry L 16. 


Tho' late I was @ Cobleru Wife, 
In Cottage moſt obſcure- a, 
In plain-ſtuff Gown, and ſport- car d Coif, 
Hard Labour did endure- a: The 
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| En alter" quite, 
one poor dumb le Nella, 


* s 4 * 
- þ ET * 
0 . 
rue, 7 
— 0 +2 Ev 


* tu read, and 


to 


4 
Au from all bear the Baila. 


The , 7 © My 1. 
And 


The Scene is cbag d. 
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ee Euter Sir John, aud | Gentlemie.” | 


bes 
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* % 


. SL 80 %7 
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Gentlemen) 1 think 


wholeſomeſt 
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Heart w 


Let, while to the Chace inviti 
Health and Pleaſure are 
Hops ver Toa their 


We 
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the Town agrees with Po b. 
f :  « 4+ - 
% * 


: 
$ 


3 
= 
To 
"= 
2 
— 


= 


5 


man” 
Axiting, 
i Time deftroy. . 


Torn 


moſt agreeable Diverſion 


and Horns dier Plains 
© Ethoes from the Hills reban 


try aſfords. 


AIR XIII. Whilſt 


. How. do 
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we have had a ſmart 
Fill the Sporiſn 
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24 = The Devil P Papa, Os 


Bat. Ob, Sir! here's the rareſt 
Lucy. There never "was the ke, Sie; Ne overjoy'd and 
amaz'd. „r eee N G 
Sir John. Wat, are you mad? "What's tete with ye? ) 
Enter Coachman, and mort Servants; 
How now! here's a new. Face in my Family; ide Mean- 


in of all this? 1 
#t. Oh, Sir! the Family is turn'd upſide down. We ae ing 
Almoſt diſtracted ; the happieſt People! 
\ Lacy. Ay, my Lady, Sir, my Lady. 52 
Sir John, What, is ſhe dead? 4 4 Wy N 
Bat. Dead Heaven forbid ; O! the” $ the beſt of Women, 5 
the ſweeteſt Lady / biene: tran 


Sir Fobs. This is aſtoniſhing ! 1 muſt go and enquire/into A 
this Wonder. If this be true, ſhall rejoice judeed.! 117 | give 
Bar. Tis true, Sir, upon wy Honour. Log tive Sir Richard | x, 
and my hoe ! Haan; * 70h vor con 


d Nell tines e A 
NI I well, remember .the Cunnin - Man ae me-to neſt. 
bear all out with Confidence, or worle, he fad, wWônu'd fol-f | .:$; 
low. I am aſham'd, and know not what to do with all this Oe- WI. 
_remony : 1 am amaz d, and out of my Senſes: I look d —— Y 
Graſs, and ſaw a gay fine thing T knew not; methought m | 
was not at all like that I have ſeen at home in apiece of 
ing-Glaſs faſten'd upon the Cupboard.” But great Ladies, they TIF 
ſay; have flattering Glaſſes, that ew them fur unlike them / 
ſelyes, whilſt poor F Alke . E vez een * 25 


n — - | 
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Suk ee e 2. ; e 
: ann \ Diſguiſe each native Feature; $ 99k Ut et. | 


Whilſt flat'ring Glaſſes ſhew the Tuc, | 
_ 4s made by Art, not Natare- B 


Nell. 


th 


37&" E Ty - 


But we poor Filke in | bowe;ſpun Gr A 
= Patch nor Waſhes tainted, oh 8 

Lift freſo andfwttrer far than theywon v7 Wy Akt 
Thes fall are finely painted. . 


Lucy. O Madam! here's by Maſter juſt return d from Hont- 


ing · Vs 5 9 1 * F 
- N \ ne of . " 
Raw: Sir John. . bird 


Nell. O Gemini! this good Gentleman nj Hausband! 

Sir Johr. My Dear, I am, overjoy'd to ſee my Family thus 
tranſported with Ecſtaſy which you occaſion ; , 

«Nell. Sir, ſhall always be proud to do every ting that may 
give you Delight, and your Family Satisfaction. 


Sir Fobn. By Heaven! Lam charm'd; dear Creature, if thou 


continueſt Pats I had rather enjoy thee than the Indies. But 
can this be real? May I believe 1 4 85 
Nell. All that's _ above can'witneſs for me, I am in ear- 


neſt. i ef eels. 


Si obs, Riſe, my Peareſt. Now a am 1 "happy py . 
w here are my Friends, my Servants? call "om. all, and let 


them de Wilneſtes of my tl T ebay | [ Ext. 
N., O Lud, how behaye my ſelf, een pre- 
Reva ty Wits: uy #1 Litz 3 5 104 a 


idr 7 179 


6 A IR Xy. run. witina Frog, LON 


Nell. 0 charming Canning- Man! thox has been-wond'rox: kind, 


And all thy golden Words do now prove true I find; 
Ten thouſand Tranſports mat, 
To crown my happy State, * ik 


0 The Wives Mandgtes. 23 ; 
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i ene Pong a, Stats OI 
1 Nen Scencs of Fay ariſe, - 1) OY 

i Which fill me-vith Surprize; leid eee yi 
1 4 My Rock, and Reel, | "ai? hs 
1 And Spinning Wheel, 

q - And Hausband d5fpife ; 2 

| S 

9 |  Thy.Cobling fill purſwe, X 18 
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1 SCENE boden Hou. — 

| + 2 * f — * % 

At , ern a * Lady. — <IE 

I! Wan Ladyyet ſo milereble? _ 

i w_ Vil acknowledge me; the 

| es ee eee the Crap 


have 
s the 


* I muſt at preſent ſubmit, that I eafter 
2 Opportunity of 1 — gl 


| Rogue; T'Il have him ae. but now 1. maſt yie. 
 "Eurer"Jobfon. aan 


has put N 
"4 Powder ! the 
in it, that's all. 


the Srewer raagg 


EE 
Lady. 1 never was fo lf of mp 
Fob. Was ſo, uo, nor 2 ne er wil We. to put 
ms to the trouble of ſtrapping you fo deviliſhly. 


| Lady. Fll have a rig Fact foros Rogue [i 


N II, P Sit John Loverale's; all his T 

e m oing to Sir John 83 1e 
'7to be orpFeaſting ape and Revelling, and 

Houſe kept for three Months. | 

$2 Husband, ſhan't I go with, you? 

oþ. What the Devil ails thee — Did I not tell thee but 
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